The Camarague's Castle of Death 


The derelict castle in the Camargue looked like the ideal country retreat for 
industrialist-millionaire, Henri Matthieu. There was an abundance of excellent fishing all 
around the estate as well as the promise of exciting hunter and that--combined with a 
complete sense of privacy--was what convinced him to buy the place. 


The price was an added attraction, for the castle was far cheaper than any country 
house he could have hoped to purchase nearer Paris. 


But the trouble started when he decided to spend lavishly on having the castle 
modernized. To his amazement, not even the most attractive wages could woo the workmen 
from the small town of Aigges-Mortes to come near the place. The castle was cursed, they 
told him; it was the castle of death! Eventually, Matthieu had to import workmen from 
Avignon 


Then one morning, in the summer of 1922, when the renovation was almost finished 
the laborers were excavating trenches around the castle for a water main, they unearthed 
two of the most macabre skeletons anybody had ever seen. 


One was almost seven feet long, with a huge heavy domed skull, while the other was 
less than normal in stature. And they both had iron stakes driven through their chest bones, 
exactly where their hearts would have been. 


Horrified at these gruesome remnants, the workmen fled into Aigges-Mortes and told 
the local people what they had found. When the townspeople learned of the discovery they 
became quiet... and grim. Then they sent the mayor to Matthieu to beg that the grave be 
filled in and never touched again. For these were the remains of the werewolf Baron, 
Bernard de Fiere, and of his priest. The town had not forgotten their evil deeds. 


Two hundred years before, the Baron had come back to the Camargue after the death 
of his father. He was a giant of a man with a strangely large head. He was immensely 
strong with unusual, grisly looking sharp teeth. The townspeople instinctively feared him 
and immediately he dismissed all the local servants and hired strange-looking silent, foreign 
men to take their place. 


During the day, nothing was ever seen of the Baron or his employees. The towers 
rose black and silent above the town and tradesmen had to leave all their goods at the 
gateway. 


After dark, however, it was a different matter. As the evening drew on, the sound of 
carousing could be heard and when the church bells strick midnight, masked riders on black 
horses rode drunkenly through the town, waking all the inhabitants and starting brawls in 
the streets. 


Only one street was left undisturbed by them: the street leading to the north gate 
over which stood a great, stone cross. The Baron and his retainers appeared to be afraid of 
that. 


The local priest suspected heresy, so he told the Bishop, who called to see the Baron 
and asked why he never attended church. 


The Baron smiled and said that he had a private chapel where he attended mass two 


or three times a week. His chaplin, Father Tomaso, backed up this story. 


One day the Count of Lautrec's daughter, Louise, curious to see what was going on at 
the castle, decided to visit the Baron. He welcomed her warmly, and was every inch the 
charming host. 


The next day the Baron wrote to the Count to ask for the girl's hand in marriage. The 
Baron de Fiere had fallen in love! 


The Count of Lautrec agreed to the offer--on condiiton that Fiere should take Mass at 
the wedding and bow down before the Cross above the North Gate. The Baron refused. 


Lautrec, nervous of the Baron's wrath, locked Louise in her room for safety, but that 
night a wolf was hear howling outside of Latrec's chateau. 


The following morning Louise had vanished. The only clues were paw marks on the 
ground beneath her window. 


Suspecting de Fiere of kidnapping her, an armed mob of townspeople invaded the 
castle, and holding the Baron and his men at sword point, they searched the place, but 
found nothing. 


That night the wolf's howling could be heard again; the next morning the Count 
himself had vanished. As night followed night, the townspeople became increasingly 
frightened. The great wolf was often heard and many young girls vanished from their 
homes. After each incident, the paw marks were always found the next morning. 


Two young soldiers, Laubarde and Mancini, suspected the Baron of the kidnappings, 
and disguised as friars they called at the gatehouse seeking the traditional hospitality for 
the night. They were given supper, led to a room and then left to themselves. 


Their room was chill and unfurnished with nothing but a large, straw filled mattress. 
Once the castle was quiet, the two young men opened the heavy door. The creak of its 
hinges echoed down the dank corridors. 


They crept out and began to explore the many rooms and passages in the castle. But 
they found nothing--till they came to a door leading into the pointed tower, a windowless 
pinnacle which soared up from one corner of the castle. 


Through an iron grill in the studded door came the scent of incense. The two soldiers 
peered through the grill and then almost swooned at the hideous sight they saw. 


Standing with his back to them was the Baron. He was naked except for a loincloth, 
and in one outstretched hand he held a long, bloodstained dagger. 


In front of him, on a bloodstained altar, was the unclothed body of a lovely girl and 
behind that, perched ina niche, squatted a loathsome creature, half man--half monster, its 
jaws dripping with blood. The soldiers fled. 


They gathered together all the young men in the town, and at dawn they stormed 
the castle. The Baron's men were soon overpowered, and the 'vigilanties" made their way 
to the chapel, where they caught the Baron and Father Thomaso in the act of seeking the 
help of the Devil. 


In small cells high in the tower were found the kidnapped victims, some of whom 


were still alive. Each had a small airhole leading to the sealed roomsm and every day the 
Baron would ask his prisoners to commit their souls to the Devil. For those who refused, the 
hole was made consecutively smaller; while those who succumbed were sacrificed on the 
altar. 


Fifteen were still alive, including Louise. The corpses of the others were found, 
propped around the wall of the chapel. 


The Baron and his priest were burned alive and iron stakes were driven through their 
hearts. But the people of Aigges--Mortes have never forgotten the master of the pointed 
tower and his reign of terror. 


Neither has Henri Matthieu, for after hearing the story, he refused to stay in the 
castle ... and he was never able to sell it to anybody else. 


